CHAPTER 116 


August 12, 2011 


“You Okay...?” 


Chie and Justin were at Aiya’s, eating ramen and just generally chatting it up... At 
least, they were until Chie noticed a rather downtrodden expression on his face. 
Hell, he wasn’t even eating his food; just swirling it around with his chopsticks. Just 
looking at his food was making him sick to his stomach; he didn’t even know why he 
bothered ordering anything. Of course, Chie knew what was wrong almost 
immediately. His mind was on Kurt; about all that had happened over the last two 
days to shake his faith in the guy. And could you blame him? You'd probably be 
thinking about it a lot too if your best friend turned out to be a shadow. Justin 
sighed as he pushed the noodles around in his bowl. 


“It’s nothing. Just a lot on my mind is all.” Justin tried to ease Chie’s concerns. He 
didn’t really want to talk about Kurt; he didn’t even want to think about him. But 
you can’t just force a thought out of your head, otherwise it just comes right back. 
He had to think about Kurt; even if every fiber of his being didn’t want to. Why of all 
the people that could have been a shadow did it have to be HIM? Teddie said this 
was the first time he knew about the shadows successfully replacing someone... so 
why out of all the billions of people on earth did it have to be Kurt? Of all the shitty 
luck... 


“Still thinking about Kurt, huh?” Chie continued, deciding not to just drop the 
subject like she probably should have. It wasn’t like she could just ignore Justin 
wallowing around in his pity after all. She understood what he was feeling right now; 
it was like his best friend was nothing but a lie, not even close to what he appeared 
to be. Kind of like Takeshi; only... you know... more evil and less of a scumbag? And 
could the even say evil? Kurt was one of the nicest guys Chie could think of... didn’t 
really sound evil to her. “You made the right choice.” 


“It’s not that...” Justin sighed. Of course he made the right decision letting Kurt live. 
He wasn’t any different than any of his other friends; he just bled purple where the 
others bled red. It was just... he couldn’t help but feel like he lost a friend finding 
out that Kurt was a shadow. He didn’t know the original Kurt, that much was 
becoming increasingly clear to him... but he would have liked to know what the real 
Kurt was like. Maybe he WAS a douche bag... but at the very least he owed it to Kurt 
to know what the real him was like, not just this duplicate that had taken his place. 


Not even just that; even if this new Kurt wasn’t the real Kurt, it was the Kurt Justin 
had befriended... And they had pretty much ruined his life by telling him he was a 
shadow. | mean, in the heat of the moment, it seemed like the right thing to do. If 


he was a shadow, and shadow killed people, they couldn’t just let him wander 
around, right? Justin never once thought about how that would mentally scar Kurt, 
knowing that he wasn’t really who he thought he was, or what he might have done 
to get where he was. How do you motivate yourself to keep living when you’re living 
a life that wasn’t even yours in the first place? What do you do when you discover 
you’re something less than human? No... They never should have even mentioned it 
to Kurt. But they did. And now Kurt was ultimately the one paying the price. 


“Worried about him?” Chie continued to try and probe for information. Truth be told, 
that was exactly what was going through Justin’s head right now. Worriment for his 
friend. But he didn’t want to talk about this; and just confirming that was what was 
bothering him would be like giving Chie an invitation to play twenty questions with 
him. Justin sighed before raising his eyes from his bowl to pass Chie a tired glance. 


“Look, can we not talk about this?” Justin pleaded with her. He just wanted to not 
eat his noodles in peace without thinking about Kurt. Of course, Chie felt the need 
to pull out the puppy dog eyes, as though trying to convince Justin to just talk about 
it. And for once, and maybe the only time in Justin’s entire life, they were 
completely ineffectual. There are some things that cute cannot convince you to do 
apparently. 


“We can if you want, you know...” Chie continued to try and coax Justin into talking. 
She didn’t want Justin getting the idea that he couldn’t talk about this; especially if 
it was eating him up inside. She was always there if he needed to talk about this 
kind of stuff. Not that Justin didn’t know that; half the shit he had talked about with 
Chie he wouldn’t dare say to anyone else. The only one he trusted as much as he 
trusted Chie was Yu; and that’s because he hadn’t done Justin wrong yet. He didn’t 
even trust Maya as much as those two, as much as it pained him to admit. He’d 
trust her with his life; but not his feelings sadly enough. 


“| don’t.” Justin remarked. Chie seemed more than a little disappointed that Justin 
was trying to bottle all of this up. It might do him some good to just get it out in the 
open. But god be damned if the more and more he thought about this, the more 
and more it hurt him inside. The sooner he swept it out of his mind and under the 
rug, the sooner he could forget the pain. Talking about it wasn’t going to help him 
do that. Justin sighed after a while, Chie still giving him a sympathetic look in a last 
ditch attempt at getting him to open up. He wasn’t in the mood. “...You, uh... Do 
your summer work yet?” Justin desperately dug through his mind for something else 
to talk about. Anything would be alright with him. 


“| started with our summer reading, but... | don’t really get it.” Chie replied, cheeks 
red with slight embarrassment. Literature and her just did not mix. Justin supposed 
than it was a good thing she was dating the guy whose favorite literary work was 
Hamlet. If you can understand what’s going on in a Shakespeare play, you could 
understand any book. He straightened up a little bit in his chair, an interested 


expression on his face. Summer work might just be the thing to keep his mind off of 
Kurt, now that he thought about it. 


“Well how far are you into it?” Justin questioned. He didn’t want to spoil anything 
while he tried to explain the book to her... Though to be fair, there really wasn’t 
much to spoil about Catcher in the Rye. Actually, you know what? Fuck it; she didn’t 
even need to read the book. She was dating a living embodiment of Catcher in the 
Rye; bitching about everything and trying to get drunk every twelve seconds... 
Okay, maybe only once, but the comparison still stands! 


“Page 25...” Chie choked up with embarrassment. Yeah, well you can imagine the 
look on Justin’s face right about now. Of course she didn’t get it; she was barely into 
the book at this point. He rubbed at his head in slight annoyance, slight 
disappointment. He’d help her, but goddamn, that wasn’t much to work off of. 


“Oh Jesus; this is going to be a long book...” 


.there’s no body. No body... Maya’s not here. There is no Maya. There 
was never a Maya. 


Justin’s shadow sat, back against the wall, talking to himself as he flipped the edge 
of a switchblade in his hand back and forth. It had been the same wall that he had 
thrown Maya’s corpse in the day prior. He had tried to run away, but his legs 
refused to budge. Perhaps he felt some sort of sacred duty to watch out for the 
shadow he had killed; perhaps he was just afraid to run... Whatever the reason, he 
had been sitting there, tossing about a switchblade as he chanted to himself lies to 
ease his troubled mind. There was never a body, there was never a Maya. 
Who is Maya? I don’t know. Where is she? Certainly not here. He sat there, 
eyes vacant as he stared out into the distance. 


His hands were dripping with purple blood from a few bad movements of the 
butterfly blade in his hand, where he had accidently slit his hands up with the tip of 
the blade in his carelessness. He didn’t even feel the pain, though; his mind was too 
far gone to think about the pain screaming out from his body. All he could think 
about was the corpse in the wall behind him, trying to convince himself that it 
wasn’t there... That none of this had happened. And sadly, he was starting to 
believe it himself. Maya never died; she was still out there somewhere, he just 
didn’t know where. 


Oh, yes, his mind was racing back and forth with all sorts of lies. / don’t know 
Maya. Maya’s still alive. There’s no body here. I don’t know anything 
about that body. The bodies right here, but that’s not Maya. Maya’s alive. 
Who’s Maya? I don’t know. His mind was a mess of lies; almost all of them 
contradicting each other. For a being that’s existence was based almost entirely on 


being a lair, he was struggling to create a lie for this. Maybe it was just because the 
truth hurt so much; maybe it’s because he didn’t want to hear the truth. Maybe he 
was just going insane. Who knew? Certainly not him. All he knew was that whatever 
happened; he wanted nothing to do with it. 


Who killed Maya? I don’t know. Who’s Maya? Never heard of her. I’m sure 
she’s out there somewhere. Who killed her? It was those humans. Those 
humans are the cause of everything. What humans? No idea what you’re 
talking about. There aren’t any humans around here. Never were. Who 
killed the shadow? Why, you and I of course. Who am I? I’m you. And who 
are you? You are me. Then who are we?! have no fucking idea. Did we kill 
Maya? No idea who that is. Where is Maya? Hell. And where is hell? Right 
here. 


Actually... Insane might be a good word to describe the shadow by this point. It had 
gotten to a point where he was actually having conversations in his mind with 
himself, questioning the nature of what had happened here. And each time, the 
shadow had a different answer; each less sensical than the last. Yes, insane just 
might be the best way of describing him. His mind was gone; gone with Maya. Now 
there was only the lunatic ramblings of a mad man, trying to hold onto the last 
scraps of his sanity. Was he insane? Not yet. But he was getting there. All he 
needed was a little extra push. 


I! don’t know Maya. | do know Maya. Who’s Maya. Maya never existed. Did 
you kill her? | didn’t kill her. | did. They did. You did. We did. I didn’t. I 
couldn’t. | wouldn’t. But I did. Did 1? | did not. There is no Maya. Maya’s 
right here. There’s no body. No body. There was never a body. There is no 
body. There was never a body. What body? No bodies here. There is no 
body. No body, no body, no body, no body, 
nobodynobodynobodynobodynobodynobody. Where’s the body? Gone. 
Gone where? Not here. There’s no body, no body, no body... 


“Jesus Maya, stop dragging your feet, we have to get out of here!” The shadow 
raised his eyes from the cement below him, an all too familiar set of voices 
emerging from around the corner. Even with lunacy screaming through every brain 
cell he had, he found himself recalling with complete clarity those voices. Maybe he 
WAS losing it, maybe he was out of his mind, but he would never lose the memory 
of those freaks. His eyes dilated slightly as he saw Justin and Maya walking quickly 
around the shadow world; clearly in search of something, given the way their eyes 
kept darting around. The shadow couldn't believe this; those humans had come 
back? After the all they had done, they had the nerve to come back? And fucking 
Teddie was with them... None of them deserved to be here... None of them should 
be here. 


The shadow slowly pushed himself up from the ground as he watched the two 
quickly rounding the corner of an alleyway, a slightly irate expression on his face. 
How dare they come back after what they did here... No. No they wouldn’t be here 
for much longer, that much was for sure. This was a blessing in disguise. He’d finish 
Shadow Maya’s work... and then he’d kill the others. That would teach them to fuck 
with him. The shadow slowly marched his way around to where the three of those 
fuckers had gathered... The alleyway with the dumpster. That just made the 
shadow’s blood boil. He wanted to just stab those fuckers right in their heads right 
now... but alas; he wanted to know why they were here first. He quickly hugged the 
wall so that he remained out of sight, peeking around the corner as he listened in. 


“Fuck... FUCK!” Maya screamed out as she bent over to sort through some crushed 
packages. You could hear the tears swelling up in her voice, muffling the sound of 
her voice slightly. Justin leant over to try and pick her back up to her feet, his hand 
against his back as he tried to calm her down as best he could. The shadow couldn’t 
help but feel his heart skip a beat again, a sorrowful expression sweeping his face. 
There was Maya bawling her goddamn eyes out... It took him a moment before he 
snapped himself back out of his brief moment of weakness. That wasn’t HIS Maya; 
that was the human Maya. They might look the same, but they were not the same 
person... As much as he’d like to believe HIS Maya was still up and about, walking 
like her. It broke his heart a little just seeing the human Maya walking around. It 
reminded him of what was no more. He let out a deep breath before regaining his 
composure, a glare sweeping across his face as he hugged back against the wall. 


Just in time too, the three of them soon left the alleyway, Justin helping Maya keep a 
steady pace as they marched off to the television. She was in too many hysterics to 
run on her own, so she needed the help from Justin. Teddie was following close 
behind the two... And behind them? Justin’s shadow, creeping quickly, but silently 
behind them, switchblade in hand, ready to stab it down on those fuckers given the 
chance. It was quite a walk for them all, at least a good two minutes before they 
made it to the television, each second feeling like forever for the shadow as he 
prepared himself to make the kill. 


“Goddammit. God FUCKING dammit!” Maya shouted as they stopped at the 
television screen, ready to make their way back out. She was in shock, no doubt 
about it. Over what? The shadow didn’t know. Maya’s shadow might have, but she 
was long gone by now. The three stood there looking at the television screen, 
hearts heavy with dread. Well save Teddie; he was blissfully ignorant. Regardless, 
the shadow slowly crept up behind them, raising his the blade in his hand above his 
head, ready to crash it down into the back of Teddie’s skull. That would hopefully 
cut the exit off on the other two. Justin and Maya slowly started to make their way 
through the screen, which meant if he killed Teddie quickly, the exit might close, 
chopping the two clean in half. A fitting death if you asked the shadow. 


The shadow held his breath in, knife in hand, ready to thrust it down and finish the 
job he started. At least he did, until the image of Shadow Maya flashed before him. 
Where before he had seen Teddie, stood the girl he had killed but the day prior. The 
shadow gasped in shock, dropping his hands to his side as the knife dropped down 
to the side behind him. It was only as the sound of the knife hitting the concrete 
echoed out did the shadow’s vision fade back to reality, Teddie’s figure reemerging 
from the mirage. The sound also immediately alerted Teddie to the shadow’s 
presence. He turned around to be met by the sight of a flabbergasted, yet also very 
visibly enraged Justin’s shadow. He didn’t need much motivation to run away 
screaming like a maniac. The shadow didn’t persue him. 


“...What the hell is wrong with me?” The shadow questioned, falling to his 
knees. Now he was seeing shit; fan-fucking-tastic. He couldn’t sleep, he couldn’t 
think... He couldn’t even fucking avenge her without her face immerging through 
the clouds of his mind. The shadow sat there on his knees, breathing in and out 
heavily. It had to be the stress... Yeah that’s it; he’s just stressed out right now. 
He’d forget her soon enough. And when he did? There would be hell to pay... Now it 
was just a matter of how long before he would forget. 


Never. 


